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He used to construct a square on the gravel, with
matches for soldiers and toy cannons at each corner,
to illustrate exactly how it happened. It appeared
that he himself almost saved Burnaby's life and
sustained most of his wounds on that occasion.

There was another old chap, no doubt a good
soldier in his day, a veteran of the Crimea, but a
poor story-teller, who could never induce more
than two or three to listen to his exploits. It seemed
pitiful to me, and long before his tale was told I
was fumbling amongst bits of string and marbles
in my knickerbocker pockets for a copper. Once
I found a farthing and felt rather ashamed, for I
could almost feel his rheumy eye watching me and
knew he would expect a penny at least. There was
no hope of a diversion among the rest of the audience,
for it consisted of two or three of my own companions,
even less affluent than I. So I proffered the farthing
with some mumbled words of apology. He was
moved in a grumpy sort of way and said it was better
than nothing.

Most of these story-tellers were quite genuine old
soldiers, and served to illustrate the generosity of
the State in dealing with its defenders. Needless
to say our socialist orators took full advantage of
the opportunity*

Sometimes I used to sit on the step of the rostrum,
and great was my mystification at the shaking and
rocking caused by the abject knocking of the knees
of the specially nervous speakers. Curiously enough,
they were generally the best orators. Father was